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sprang up which wrapped the guards in heavy
sleep. So the prince passed out from the palace of
pleasure with Channa close at his charger's heels,
rode some distance from the gateway, and then dis-
mounting as the morning dawned, kissed Kantaka
between the eyes. " Lead back my horse, Channa,"
he said, " and take with you these royal robes, for
which I have no further use, my sword belt and the
sword with which I sever here the long locks from
my brow. Give them all to the king, and tell him
that I will return when by service I have won the
right and power to rule, when I am ready to save the
world by casting away all that I call my own."
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In the side of a mountain, away from the dwellings
of men, but within sight and sound of the green
town ruled by King Bimbisara, there was a cave
whose entrance was gently guarded by the drooping
boughs of a wild fig-tree ; and here Prince Siddartha
made his home, dressed in the yellow robe of a
mendicant, living on what he could beg from the
charitable, sunk in silent meditation, and during
the heat of the day sitting, with ankles crossed, so
still that the shy squirrel would often leap upon his
knee, the timid quail would lead her young between
his feet, and the gentle doves peck at the rice grains
in the wooden bowl beneath his hand.

He was known as a Rishi in the town beneath
his retreat, and whenever he came into the streets